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All else was hush'd as Nature's closed e'e;
The silent moon shone high o'er tow'r and tree :
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam,
Crept, gently-crusting, o'er the glittering stream.

When, lo ! on either hand the list'ning Bard,
The clanging sugh of whistling wings he heard;
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight air,
Swift as the Gos* drives on the'wheeling hare;
Ane on th' Auld Brig his airy shape uprears,
The ither flutters o'er the rising piers :
Our warlock Rhymer instantly descry'd
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside*
(That Bards are second-sighted is nae joke,
And ken the lingo of the spiritual fo'k;
Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies,  a*?  they can explain

them.

And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.)
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient Pictish race.
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face:
He seem'd as he wi* Time had warstl'd Iang?
Yet teughly doure, he bade an unco bang.
New Brig was buski| in a braw new coat.
That he, at Lorion^ frae ane Adams > got;
In's hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead?
Wi' virls and whirlygigums at the head.

The

The gos-hawk, or falcon.